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Rock \'n\ Roll legend 


Author's Notes: 
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is going but suggestions are welcome. 


Please show some love and review. 


Izzy Stradlin could've been my dad. But he was way cooler than my old man 

Sitting on the couch in front of me, his guitar in his lap and one arm resting on the back of the couch, he 
looked way younger than he actually was. 

His short dark hair was slightly streaked grey and he was dressed in a black button down shirt with jeans. 

He smiled at me while his grey eyes watched me curiously. Hell, yeah. He must have been extremely charming 


back in the days. 


| considered myself lucky to have a talk with a Rock ‘n’ Roll legend. Thankfully my publisher pulled some strings 
and got this interview for me for a big article about the 25th anniversary of "Appetite for destruction". The 
legendary Guns 'n' Roses debut album. According to that the guys would be inducted to the Rock 'r' Roll hall of 


fame. 


So here | was. Right in front of Izzy Stradlin, feeling nervous. | gave him a small smile and cleared my throat. 
Then | held out my hand. 

‘Hello Mr. Stradlin. My Name is Iza Matthews. Thank you for your time: 

| felt his warm hand touching mine with a light pressure. A shiver ran down my spine immediately and | pulled 
back my hand. What the hell was that? | met his eyes and figured he noticed that too. He chuckled. 

‘Sorry. Probably the guitar. It's plugged in: He unplugged it and looked back up to me. ‘So, let's get started. And: 
No more Mr. Stradlin, please. That's creepy and makes me feel fucking old’ | stared at him, puzzled. 

He was nothing like | thought he would be. Sure, I'd been through every interview of the last 25 years and | 
knew a lot about GnR by now. But Izzy Stradlin had never said much in public. So | didn't really know what to 
expect. 

But, hey.. the guy was 50. Same age like my father. So he couldn't be seriously using the word "fuck" in a 
sentence, right? 

‘Well, okay..Izzy: | cleared my throat again. What was wrong with me? That guy made me nervous with his 
smiling. ‘Thanks for having me here: 

‘Pleasure, Iza’ He raised an eyebrow. ‘What's up with that name, honey? Did he just call me honey? 

‘My mom was a huge fan She named me Izabell. Izabell Rose Matthews: | frowned. 

‘Ouch... feeling old again’ He chuckled. ‘You really know how to charm the pants off some old dude, sweetheart: | 
blushed and looked down. 

‘Sorry. | didn't mean... 

‘Nah, no worries. Just teasing’ He interrupted me. ‘So your mom's a Guns fan? Must've been stunning back in 
the days. Eyes still watching me. Was it hot in here? | needed to open my jacket. 

‘Uhm..yeah. She was crazy. | chuckled. ‘But how do you know?" 

‘Just guessing. Thought you'd maybe taking after her: | looked at him, puzzled Was he just flirting with me? 
Seriously? 


Sure, | was used to be hit on | thought | looked quite nice with my green eyes and my long black hair which | 
actually got from my mother. | was quite pleased with it but it was a lot of work to straighten it in the 
morning. 

So, | got the looks. But it still felt odd that he was flirting with me. Even though there was something cool and 
sexy about him, he was my dad's age. Weird. 

‘Uhm... actually, | do: | cleared my throat again. Why didn't he just stop smiling at me like that? 

‘So you like the Ramones?” He eyed my shirt. | blinked. What was he talking about? Who was doing the interview 
here? 

‘Yeah, uhm... | mean.! don't really know them: | stuttered. 

He looked confused. ‘So you kids wear shirts of bands you don't even know, these days? That's fucking weird’ 

| looked down to my shirt. Oh, yeah. He was talking about that shirt. 

‘| guess. Got it from my mom. Didn't give it much thought though. She always tried to make me look cool: | 
gave him a smile. ‘Didn't they do that song for that movie with the dead cat? 

He frowned and laughed. 

‘Oh honey. You really know nothing about the 80's, do you? 

| shrugged. ‘| was born in 199I. What should | know about the 80's? I'm a 2I century girl. | grew up with Avril 


Lavigne, Taylor Swift and Britney Spears. He just kept laughing. 

‘tm starting to like you, girl’ 

| raised an eyebrow. ‘Uhm..thanks, | guess: 

‘So you don't listen to any rock music? Just asking how it came you showed up here to interview me. Normally 
those reporters are going all fan girly on me. He said seriously. 

| shrugged. ‘Guess | did that for my mom. Like | said: She was a huge GnR fan. | grew up with posters of Axl 
Rose on my walls and hearing “Appetite for destruction’ over and over again | thought 25 years is a hell of a 
time for an album still selling this good’ 

He raised his eyebrow. ‘So you were all fan girly on Axl when you were little? Did this sound disappointed? 

| gave him a squeezed look. ‘When | was young | thought he was a girl. | remember liking his hair though: He 
chuckled. ‘Now, who's doing the interview here? | asked him and he laughed. 

He really did look younger with that smile. 

‘Sorry, honey. But you're really interesting. If you were IO years older I'd asked you for a drink to hear more 
of your stories’ He gave me a wink. 

There it was again. He was really flirting with me. And strangely enough | really liked it. 


| finally managed to do the interview without being questioned by him all the time. Even though | knew he'd like 
to asked me one or two things here and then 

He was really charming and | caught myself thinking | really liked him. What had he been like when he was my 
age? | tried to remember the pictures I'd seen of him and decided to have a good look again when I'd be back 

at my place. 

| almost was sorry that we were done with this interview. Talking to him was really enjoyable. 

So | raised from my chair and held my hand out in front of him. 

‘Thanks for the interview, Izzy. | really enjoyed meeting you: 

He shove the guitar from his lap and stood up. 

‘My pleasure, darling. Never had so much fun doing an interview! He smiled at me and took my hand. 

Than it happened again. My vision went blurry and a shiver ran down my spine. | notice my knees giving in and 


then everything went black. 


ls this a revival thing? 
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‘Hey, honey. You okay?" | heard a soft voice through my dizziness. Also hands grabbing my shoulders, shaking 
me. What happened? | must have fainted. 

'lzzy? | mumbled when | remembered the interview | just had with Izzy Stradlin. How embarrassing to fall down 
on my ass in front of him. What was wrong with me? 

‘Yeah. You hit your head pretty bad, | guess. | heard him say when | opened my eyes and tried to loose that 
blurriness. 

When my eyes adjusted and | finally could see anything, | looked into grey eyes slightly covered by some black 
streaks of hair. Who on earth was that guy and where did he even come from? With a cigarette attached to 
his mouth he gave me a smile and gently brushed a streak of hair out of my face. 

‘Where did that chick come from, dude? | heard someone say before another face, covered by a lot of dark 
curls, appeared in my vision. 

‘Dunno, man. She was just lying on the floor, unconscious! The grey-eyed guy said. Something of him seemed 
familiar. 

‘ls she okay? We need to get up on stage, dude: | heard curly guy say. Where the hell was I? And where did 
Izzy Stradlin disappear to? 

| groaned hand held my head when | tried to sit up. Now | had a much better look at those guys. The grey- 
eyed guy had long and messy black hair, barely covered by a paperboy cap. He wore a white button down shirt 
with a black vest, really tight jeans and lots of jewelry. 

The curly haired guy was wearing a top hat on top of his huge hairstyle, a black t-shirt with some comic 
character thing on it and really tight leather pants. What was it with those tight pants? Was this some kind of 
revival thing? 

‘What happened? | asked and the black haired guy with the grey eyes smiled at me. God, he was stunning. 
‘Think you hit your head or something. Look, if you're okay just sit down here a minute. | don't like leaving you 
here like this, but we really have to go up on stage now: | just gave him a nod. ‘Maybe you'd like to hang out 
after the show? I'll see if you're here then He gave me a wink and stood up. 


Both guys grabbed each a guitar and took off. 


Now | was sitting on the floor with a huge headache and no clue where | was. Did that Izzy Stradlin drug me 
or something? He seemed like such a nice guy. | bet all psychos did 

| slowly raised up and tried to steady myself by holding on to a wall. Looking around | noticed a lot of music 
equipment like amplifiers, miles of cable and some other stuff. Was this a backstage area? Good. This would 
explain where Izzy Stradlin disappeared to. But still: | had no clue why those guys found me lying on the floor, 
passed out. 

My legs were still a little weak and | sat down on an amplifier when a skinny redhead with tight spandex shorts 
ran past me. What was it with those pants? No straight guy would even wear pants like that anymore. This 


was ridiculous. 


A guitar riff got me out of my thoughts and seconds later | heard a screaming voice. Indeed, this was a rock 
concert. Also good. Lots of people around to help me. 

| was fishing my phone out of the back pocket of my jeans when | recognized the song playing on stage. Was 
this "Welcome to the Jungle" of Guns ‘r Roses? Maybe Izzy took me to some kind of GnR revival? Nah, Id 
read that this would never happen because of Slash not talking to Axl anymore. Or the other way around. But 
maybe this was some kind of cover band? 

| threw a look at my phone. No reception Great. Who in the world needed a smart phone if there's never 


reception around. | hated that electronic crap. When did people get so depending on these things anyway? 


When | finally felt a little better, | decided to have a look at the band. Maybe someone of the roadie people 
running around there could tell me where | was. 

If not, | could wait for that stunning grey-eyed guy to come back. I'd like to take another good look at him. 

So | climbed up the stairs to the stage and took a look at these guys. They were really good Of course | could 
tell. My mom made me hear "Appetite for destruction" until my ears bled. Not that | didn’t like the songs, but 
after 20 years it was time for a change. And this solo stuff of Slash was more ZIst century. 


But these guys were awesome. I'd seen a lot people covering GnR on youtube. Even a few cover bands in some 
fucked up bars. But | never saw any cover band that good Maybe that was worth a story? Could've had 
something to do with the anniversary. There must be a reason Izzy Stradlin took me here, right? 

That singer looked exactly like Axl Rose. Now everything made much more sense. Those ridiculously tight pants 
and why these cute guys felt so familiar. The grey-eyed guy must have been fake-lzzy and the curly guy 
must have been fake-slash. 


They looked really authentic. Cool. | might stick around and find out something about that awesome cover band. 


Wake up in the city 
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| was stunned. That performance was by far the best show I've ever seen so far. Unbelievable. My mom used 
to take me to rock concerts all the time since the day | turned 14, but at that age | thought rock music 
sucked. | was more into Britney and Justin Timberlake that time. 


But this? This was awesome. And | didn't even see them from up front. A cover band? Really? 


Sitting on the amplifier again, | watched the stairs to the stage when the band left the stage. As soon as their 
feet reached the floor, the drummer guy jumped a huge blond guy. What was his name again? | really tried to 
remember all the band mate's names but to be honest? Only Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin and Slash were the ones | 
remembered. Shame on me. 

‘Where's my Vodka?" The huge blonde yelled and ran past me with that other guy on his back. Yeah, rock'n'roll, 
| guess. 

‘You're still here! | heard a voice and turned my head back to the grey-eyed guy in front of me. Oh my, he 
was so damn good looking. 

‘Uhm.. yeah: | managed to stumble out. 

"You okay again?" He pushed his damp hair out of his face and a few drops of sweat landed on my hand, resting 
on my knees. He chuckled. ‘Sorry. Always end up fucking soaked after a show: 

When he touched my hand to wipe those drops away, | felt it again. That same shiver that ran down my spine 
when | touched Izzy Stradlin Very weird. My eyes met his and | noticed he'd felt it too. 

‘Uhm... its okay.. uhm.. l'm okay. Thanks: | gave him a little smile ‘Just a little confused, | guess. | have no clue 
how | ended up here: 

‘What's your name, honey? He looked at me curiously. 

‘I'm Iza‘ | said. ‘You can tell me where we are?! 

‘You seriously have no idea how you'd get here, lza?" Did he just speak my name out loud with that soft voice? 
Man, he is delicious. ‘Bad trip? He chuckled. 

‘What? No. | don't do drugs. Not voluntarily at least: 

‘You think you got spiked? He raised an eyebrow ‘This is the Ritz, honey. You don't remember coming here? 

| looked at him confused. ‘The Ritz? Never heard of that club. That's not on sunset, right? 

He looked at me suspiciously. ‘Uhm.. New York? 

| blinked. ‘New York what? What was he even talking about? 

‘We're in New York, honey. But nice to hear your a Southern Cali gal: 

What? Was he serious? Jumping from the amplifier | was still sitting on, | shook my head. 

‘No,no,no,no,no,no... please don't mess with me. | really can't remember getting here. This can't be happening: | 
felt my eyes Tearing up. 


He grabbed my shoulders and looked at me for a minute. 


‘| am fucking serious. We ARE in New fucking York. If you have no clue how you'd ended up here, maybe you 
should talk to the cops® 

‘Oh my goa: | still shook my head‘How did that happen? Was | roofied? Maybe | was raped. Was | raped? | must 
be out for I0 hours at least: | was going to freak out. What was going on here? 

‘Shhh... calm down. | think you're fine. Let's go to the dressing room and sit down for a minute. I'll get you a 
drink and we will figure things out: Feeling totally numb | just gave him a nod. 


He led me to the dressing room area. In front of the door he paused for a second and turned to me. 

‘These guys can be pretty wild. So please don't be offended or anything. Okay? 

| just nodded and he opened the door. 

The room was pretty plain. It had just a couch, on which fake-slash seemed to be getting a blow job from a 
blond or a brunette or maybe both, and a table with some chairs. There was a door that was probably leading 
to a bathroom. | noticed that huge blonde guy sitting at the table with a bottle of vodka, a cigarette in his 
hand. He looked up as the grey-eyed guy pulled a chair and shove me down gently. What was his name? He 
didn't mention it when | introduced myself. | looked up to him. 

‘What's your name again? | asked. He threw me a puzzled look and the huge blonde chuckled. ‘Yeah, they all just 
know Axl and Slash! | heard the huge blonde mumble. 

The green-eyed guy frowned. ‘I'm Izzy. That's Duff. That moron on the couch's Slash. The others are missing, | 


guess: 


| rolled my eyes. ‘Yeah. | meant you real names. Not the band names. The Izzy guy handed me a plastic cup 
with liquor. Probably Whiskey. 

‘Drink up, honey: He smiled at me. ‘Look, we don't do real names around here. Like never. Okay? Just call me 
Izzy or Izz if you like’ Okay. So they were totally into character all the time? | could accept that. Probably an 
artist thing. 

Izzy grabbed a pack of cigarettes from the table and lit himself one. 

‘You're sure you're allowed to smoke in here’ | asked him and he threw Duff a look and both chuckled. ‘Why 
not? 

| shrugged ‘Pretty sure New York's very strict on the non-smoking-in-public-buildings thing: 

He gave me a confused look. ‘What thing? 

‘Nah, never mind. | won't tell’ | just said and emptied the cup. The liquor burned in my throat and arrived with 
a warm feeling in my stomach. Now I'd be calming down a little. Gimme more of that stuff. | held out the cup 


to Izzy. 


Ugly ass floral dresses, 4 channels on TV and no wifi 
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This whole thing was getting weirder and weirder by the minute. My phone wouldn't find any reception and 
trying the land line to call home hadn't worked out either. | was very confused. 

Izzy suggested I'd crash with him and call the cops in the morning. | was still missing my purse and I'd need 
some identification to get back to LA, | guessed. 

| wasn't worried to stay with him. This situation seemed so fucked up that | was thankful for a distraction 
And boy, he really distracted me. Like a lot. 

So | decided to get into party mode and have some fun. 


When he took me to his hotel by cap, | felt completely displaced. People, places and things seemed bizarre. 
There were those girls with ugly ass floral dresses that all seemed to have a perm, those banker guys with 
oversized suit coats, people carrying a Walkman and old fashion cars. Man, even the cap was like a 20 years 
old. What the heck was going on here in New York? 

‘ls there some kind of retro event in town? | asked Izzy dumbfounded as we hit the 8th floor of the hotel and 
stepped out of the elevator. 

‘Huh? Why that? 

‘| don't know. Either | totally missed the return of the 80s or New York has a strange taste in fashion’ | shook 
my head. ‘Didn't you notice all those bright neon colors? 

The key lock clicked when he opened the door. 

‘Look at this. | pointed at the key in his hand. ‘What hotel has key locks anymore? 

He held the door open for me and | got into the room. 

It was huge. Not quite a suite but still huge with a couch, table and twin beds. 

Twin beds? Really? | felt a little disappointed. 


‘| thought everything looked normal: Izzy said, grabbed a guitar from the couch and pointed me to sit down. 
‘Sorry for the mess. | wasn't planning on bringing someone: 

| raised my eyebrows and chuckled. ‘No groupies? 

He gave me a bright smile. ‘| usually share with Axl. So bringing groupies to the hotel is out of the question’ 
‘Won't he be pissed if | crash here?! 

‘He has his girlfriend over and got his own room. Otherwise I'd be sleeping on the floor in the hallway, | guess- 
He dug into a duffel bag and grabbed some things. 

‘tm gonna hit the shower. Just make yourself comfortable. Grab something from the minibar, turn on the TV, 


whatever. I'll be back in a few: | gave him a nod and he turned to the bathroom. 


| looked around the room. Man, even the hotel room looked ugly ass old fashioned. But as a guitarist of a cover 
band you couldn't afford super expensive suites like the real Gunners did, right? 

| made my way over to the bar and looked for a beer. Cans? Really? 

When | looked for the TV remote | notice that old fashioned TV. What the heck was wrong with this hotel? 
They didn't even have a decent TV. | wouldn't be too surprised if it even wasn't a color TV. 

Zapping through 4 channels by using the actual buttons on the TV, because there was no remote, my 
experience of the 2lst century entertainment came to an abrupt end. Right. | should have known. There were 
actually just 4 channels. 

So my choices were limited to "The A-team", "Football", "Saturday night live" or “Tour of duty". Uhm.. no, 
thanks. 

| switched off the TV-time machine and pulled my phone out of my pocket. Maybe they had wifi around here? 
Yeah, good joke lza. In this time loop of the 80s they probably didn't even have a real computer. 


When | was just about to dig through my ipod section of my phone, the bathroom door opened and Izzy came 
in with a towel around his waist. Oh, yummy. He really was stunning. Creepily skinny but | really liked it. | really 
wasn't into all these muscular guys with their six pack abs. All of those guys spent their entire spare time in 
greasy gyms just to look like Brad Pit in fight club. So much time that could put to use otherwise. 

But this Izzy guy? Perfect and incredibly cool. I'd notice that before. He just had that kind of cool around him. 
He looked like he didn't even care to dress up and still he looked bad ass. And he looked very familiar. Like | 


knew him from somewhere. Strange. 


Pushing his damp hair out of his face he moved towards his duffel bag on the bed. | wanted to lick these tiny 
drops off his shoulders. God, Iza. What's wrong with you? | let out a sigh. 

"You ok? He looked at me and | felt my skin tingling. 

‘TV sucks: | gave him a bright smile. | was so going to get laid tonight. ‘You're in for a party? 

He stopped digging through hist stuff and gave me a grin. 

‘Thought you'd never ask, babe: Then he pulled a bottle of Jack Daniel's from his bag and put it on the table in 
front of me. Then a small bag with little white rocks hit the table. Oh shit. Was that coke? Yeah, | wanted to 
party but | didn't do drugs since | graduated college. This wasn't me. This was my mother. | was responsible, 
self controlled and so not rock ‘n' roll, right? 

Looking for some glasses and opening the bottle, | could see Izzy dropping the towel and changing into some 
sweat pants. Fuck responsible. This was an unreal situation. Waking up on the other side of the country 


demanded some real damage control. 


The day Guns \'n\ Roses died 
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| was born the day Izzy Stradlin left Guns ‘n' Roses. 

That would have been a day full of joy and happiness for every mother. Not for mine. My mom used to cry 
for weeks. 

Well, okay. You may put this on the baby blues but that's not the story. She suffered because Izzy left the 
band. That day Guns 'n' Roses died. 

| was damned. Born on the darkest day in rock ‘r roll history, my mom decided to name me after Izzy "Isbell" 
Stradlin and Axl Rose. Great job mom. | bet she was high as shit when she made that up. 

Not enough | had that creepy name, she made me wear strange clothes all the time. | went to junior high 
looking like a mix of Axl Rose and Alice Cooper. Damn curls. And damn those spandex pants. In the Zist century: 


not cool at alll 


Looking like a god damn joke, | spent my childhood mostly alone in my room studying. My mom got worried 
because | turned out to be a real geek. Yeah, figured. Anybody with taste and the sightliest sense of fashion 
would've ditched me directly. | never had friends until | got to high school. 


High school wasn't a relieve either. Finally trying to find my own way into the 2ith century fashion, the 80s 
found their way back into mainstream. Fucking ironic. 
| really wanted to be the "Britney" type. But | wasn't. | was raised by a mom doing blow for fun and listen to 


hard rock music all the time. Suddenly | was one of the cool kids. Everyone wanted to hang out at my place. 


lza?" Izzy's soft voice snapped me out of my walk on memory lane. This 80s stuff was really working me up. 
‘Huh?! 

‘You okay with this? Izzy looked at me seriously. ‘You seem a little off. Thought you'd need a bliss: 

‘Yeah. Sure. Haven't done blow since college’ | gave him a soft smile and poured JD into both glasses. 

He chuckled. ‘You'd been to college? Girl, you must be smart: He put some of the small coke rocks on the 
table, took a credit card out of his wallet and started crushing it. 

‘Yeah, | wish: | snorted and took a sip of JD. 

Izzy finished preparing the coke and handed me a straw. ‘Here you go, darling. Ladies first: 

| eyed the lines on the table. 

‘You kidding me, right?" | raised my eyebrow. ‘This is shit. I'd loose my septum if I'd sniff this. You've got to 
crush it superfine. Gimme that: | wrenched the credit card out of his hand. 


Izzy just laughed. ‘Man, girl. Your feisty. It'll do just fine. You'll see: 


When | was done, | took the straw and sniffed 2 lines. The coke was tickling in my nose. | leaned back and waited 


for the coke to kick in. When | felt the fuzzy blurriness in my head, | looked up to Izzy. He was smiling at me. 'l 
said this would be good: | giggled. 

When | sat up to get my glass of JD, | got a glimpse of Izzy's credit card. | frowned. 

‘You know your credit card expired like 20 years ago, right? | burst out laughing. The coke was really kicking. 
‘You really manage to get that thing accepted anywhere? It's even made out to "Jeffrey Isbell": 

Izzy chuckled. ‘Yeah, cause that's my name, babe: 

| was high as fuck. Man, | haven't felt that good in years. Did he just say that this was his name? Fucking liar. 
Was | giggling again? 

| pulled myself from the couch to stretch. | felt dizzy. 

‘No. That's Izzy Stradlin's name. | said to him. ‘He's fucking hot, you know? Even for an old dude: Where was 


that giggling sound coming from? That wasn't me, was it? 


Izzy raised from his seat and walked over to me. 

‘So he's hot, huh?! His grey eyes met mine. Damn, he was delicious. 

‘Not as hot as you are. But still." | burst out and immediately covered my mouth. He raised an eyebrow. ‘Did 
you just blush? 

| giggled again. Fuck. Where did that come from? 

Yeah.. Uhm.. | think I'm kind of high: Was he getting closer to me? 

Izzy chuckled. ‘Yeah, | figured. You're not making any sense at all. But you're really gorgeous’ Oh boy. Was it 
hot in here? | swallowed the knot in my throat and smiled at him, not leaving his eyes. 

‘So tell me, what's your idea of partying? | asked him. 

He gave me a grin and stepped closer, twisting his hand into my shirt. He pulled me slowly toward him, 
touching nothing but the knot of material in his fist. He bent his head and our mouths hovered a scant inch 
apart. Our breath mingled and still we waited. It was delicious and | was filled with a sense of breathless 
anticipation. Lips parted, coming even closer, the heat radiated. Finally, with a sigh | pressed my mouth to his. 
He thrust his tongue into my mouth and | took it. | surrendered to him and my body melted against his. He 
slipped the shirt over my head. 

| let my hands slide across the velvet skin of his chest and up to his silky dark hair. Damn he was hot as hell. 
| felt his hands on my body, unbuckling my belt and pushing my jeans down. When | felt the cold wall on my 
back | straddled him impatiently as he pushed me up to the wall 


| felt him fumbling on his pants, his kisses still covering my face, my neck, my shoulders. Getting all my 
strength together | pushed at him. 

‘Wait, hold on a sec. | said panting. ‘You got protection? 

‘Huh? He looked confused for a second and kept kissing my neck. 

‘Protection? You know? Condoms?! 

‘You're not on birth control?! He mumbled into my skin. Oh god, that felt incredible. 

‘Uhm.yes.. | mean.’ 

‘So, what's the deal? Don't like rubbers anyway: He said. 

| felt like someone just threw a bucket of ice cold water over my head. | pushed at him again and looked at 
him seriously. 

‘You're kidding, right? So if you don't use protection, | do. | don't want to end up with chlamydia or HIV, for 


gods sake: 


He looked at me confused. ‘HIV?! 

| pushed him away, got my shirt from the floor and slipped it on God. Those rock star wannabes were really 
fucked up. 

‘You heard of Aids, right?" | rolled my eyes. 

| thought he couldn't even look more confused, but he did. 

‘Aids? You mean that faggot disease” 


No sex, no ID and curly hair 
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| couldn't remember the last time someone actually used the word "faggot". | was dumbfounded. Was he 
fucking serious? 

| stared at him for a while, not knowing what to to say. He didn't seem to realize what he just said to me. 
‘Are you fucking kidding me?" | finally managed to get out. ‘Please tell me | misheard you! 

He pushed his dark hair out of his face an sighed. 

‘What? | just shook my head as he looked at me confused. Jerk. ‘You're some really strange chick, you know 
that, right? 

‘What the hell is wrong with you? | was pissed. And frustrated. | was horny as hell and he turned out to be a 
real jerk. And a sexist. Great. 

‘Girl, | have no idea what you're talking about. We're just about having some fun and suddenly you go all crazy 
on me. What the fuck is your problem? 

He grabbed a pack of cigarettes from the table, lit one and sat down on the bed. Then he looked at me 
curiously. 

‘Look, I'm sorry if | pissed you off or something, Is it because of the rubber thing? He took a toke on his 
cigarette and gave me a grin. ‘If this is important to you I'd adjust. | might have some in my bag: 

My jaw dropped. He was kidding, right? He couldn't possibly even think that | was going back to screwing him, 
did he? 

‘You're a dick' | turned to the table to get me more JD. | really wasn't in the mood for more blow. So | decided 
to get drunk. 

| could hear him chuckle. ‘Yeah. But you're a tease. And you've got a fine ass, girl’ 

| rolled my eyes and tucked my shirt down, turning to sit down on the couch. 

‘Skip it. This was a bad idea anyway: | took a sip of JD. ‘You still let me crash here? 

He raised an eyebrow and gave me a grin. ‘If there's a chance you'll jump me in the middle of the night to 
screw my brains out? Yeah, | guess‘ Man, he was a real tease himself. So damn sexy with that rough voice 
and being all cool and relaxed. 


| rolled my eyes, trying to act cool. ‘Yeah, whatever. Is it cool if | hit the shower?" 
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| woke up with a head twice a size. God, what happened? Opening one eye to see where | was, all details came 
rushing back: Passed out, waking up in NY, doing blow with a hot rock star wannabe, nearly got laid. 


Shit. What was | thinking? 


| threw a look over to the other bed. It was empty. Where's Izzy? And what time was it? | sat up and jumped 
into my jeans, looking for a watch. A knock on the door stopped me. 

‘Room service: 

| heard a rumbling sound from the bathroom. ‘Fucking hell.. Just wait a minute, dude: Izzy yelled. | chuckled as 
| imagined him jumping off the toilet or shower. 


‘Don't kill yourself, Izzy. I'll get it: | said. 


When | opened the door that Slash guy and that Duff guy shove a serving chart into the room and forced me 
to stumble backwards. 

‘Good morning, sunshine. We brought breakfast: Duff said and threw the newspaper on the bed. 

Slash dropped himself on the couch and eyed the table. He chuckled, 

‘Seems like you've been partying last night: 

| tried to straighten my messy hair. ‘Uhm.. yeah..| guess: 

‘Where's zz? Duff grinned at me and jumped on the bed. ‘You let him get some sleep, girl? 

‘Bathroom: | snorted. ‘You wish to know the details, do you?" Duff laughed. 

‘Izzy! Get in here, fucker’ Slash yelled. ‘We brought breakfast: 

| was just wondering what Izzy was doing in the bathroom so long, the door flew open and he showed up. Fully 
dressed into some strange, yellow leather pants and a black button down shirt. Weird pants. But he was stil 
hot as hell. | immediately regretted being a bitch last night and not sleeping with him. Damn, 

Izzy jumped on the couch next to Slash and punched him on the arm. 

‘Move, man: He grabbed the bottle of whiskey and took a sip. God, booze this early? These boys were really 
living the rock 'n' roll lifestyle. 

| wasn't even finished thinking it, Slash took Izzy's fake credit card and started preparing some lines. Geez, | 
needed to go home. 


‘Izzy, | need to go. Got to go to the cops: | couldn't help but laugh when all three heads bounced up 
immediately. ‘What? 

‘No worries, guys. | have no ID, no money and | don't seem to get anyone on the phone back home. So | need to 
talk to the police about the abduction: 

Izzy looked at me and wiped his nose. ‘Ill take you. Maybe we could grab a coffee somewhere? 

‘What the fuck, man? We just brought breakfast: Slash objected. 

| gave him a smile. ‘| need to take care of my hair first. So you guys go on having. uhm. breakfast or 
whatever. You don't have a straightener by surprise? | eyed Izzy and Slash just burst out in laughter. ‘You're 
lucky if he's even showering regularly. 


‘Shut up, fucker’ Izzy punched him in the ribs. God, these guys were a bunch of teenagers. 


My hair was a mess. | hated my curls. | decided to just tie it up into a messy ponytail. To hell with it. Those 
cops wouldn't even mind. 
When | got out of the bathroom Izzy grabbed his jacket, a cap and dark shades. 


‘Come on, let's roll! He said. 


When the penny drops 
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| never considered myself naive or gullible. Sure, | believed in Santa until | was 8 years old And yes, there may 
have been times I'd put a tooth under my pillow, too. But honestly, | thought | was really skeptical most of the 
time. 

So how on gods earth could | have prepared for what happened to me? 

Seriously, I've read "the time travelers wife" and "outlander". But how the fuck should | know I'd end up myself 
travelling through time? This was insane, right? 


It finally sunk in what happened to me, when | saw Axl Rose standing at the door with my purse in his hands. 
Izzy and | were just on our way to the cops as a knock on the door stopped us. Izzy opened and | heard a low 
voice. 

‘Hey, fucker. Where's that chick you brought last night? 

‘How do you even know? | heard Izzy ask. 

‘Mike asked me to hand you her bag: 

The two of them got into the room and the strawberry blonde eyed me. 

My jaw dropped. This couldn't be possible. He looked exactly like Axl Rose. God damn, he was handsome. 

Then he shove my purse into my hands and dropped down next to Slash on the couch. What the fuck was 
going on here? 

‘Hell, girl. That fake ID of yours is bottom quality. Never seen something that stupid’ He said and poured 
himself a drink. 

‘Huh? | couldn't manage to get anything out at all. This situation was beyond creepy. 

‘Your ID. How old are you anyway? The fake one is crap. You're not even born yet: He laughed. 

What the fuck was he talking about? 

He rolled his eyes, sniffed two of the lines Slash had already prepared and jumped off the couch, ready to take 
off. 

Izzy looked at him. ‘Dude, what are you talking about? 

‘| don't know what she told you, lzz But | had a look at her ID and its clearly fake: He looked at me again. ‘Look, 
honey. It's all good with me as long you're legal’ 


| tried to get a straight thought. Why was he thinking my ID was a fake? 


| dug through my purse and pulled it out. 

‘| don't understand why you think this is fake? Izzy grabbed the ID card and chuckled, throwing the redhead a 
look 

‘Because you're born in 1992: Now even the other guys laughed. 

| was dumbfounded. ‘And? 

‘Honey, | don't know where you're at but we are living in 1188 and you're not even born: 

Slash jumped off the couch. ‘| wouldn't risk taking that thing to the cops. He gave Izzy a nod. 

‘Come on Duff. We've got shit to do: 


After they all left Izzy and me alone, | couldn't think straight. 

‘Iza?' | heard his soft voice. You're okay? They were just making fun of you. It's really a crappy ID: He 
chuckled. 

| sat down on the bed. Still eying my ID. Something was really odd here. 

And then it all made sense: Handsome Axl Rose, dead sexy Izzy Stradlin, girls in ugly ass floral dresses, this old 
fashioned hotel room. Even the weird yellow leather pants of Izzy made sense. 

‘Oh... nononononono..' | stumbled, feeling like panicking. 

Grabbing the newspaper off the bed, | took a look at the date: "February 3rd , 1988" 

‘Oh my goa | felt my eyes tearing up. ‘This can't be happening, please.. This can't be happening: 
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| zzy 


That chick was beyond strange. Fucking hot, but totally strange. 

| really wasn't sure if it was the dope that I'd shot up earlier, but she acted batshit insane. 
| grabbed my smokes leaned against the cabinet and watched her while | lit me a cigarette. 
She was sitting on the bed, starring at that newspaper, blabbing weird shit. 

God, why did | even put up with her shit? | had enough on my own plate for god's sake. 


She jumped off the bed and grabbed my credit card from the table. Not a smart idea to do some blow, if 
you're already at a crazy place honey. 

Before | could open my mouth, she sat back on the bed and looked at me. My credit card still in her hand. | 
raised an eyebrow questioning. 

‘This is insane, right?! She shook her head as if she tried to clear her head. 

‘What is this all about, girl? | finally asked very confused. 


‘Huh! Like | knew. She said and held my credit card up. ‘This says it expired November 1990: 
| chuckled. 


‘You already said such weird stuff yesterday: | had no clue what she was fucking telling me. 


‘My fucking ID isn't fake. | was born November 1, 199l: 

Yeah. Batshit insane. | let out a ringing laugh. 

‘Whatever you say, darlin: | shook my head. ‘You've hit your head pretty hard yesterday, huh?" 
She held out her ID again. 

‘Look at this. Does this look fake?" 

| looked at it intensively and chuckled. ‘How would | know? This doesn't even look a bit like my ID: 
She rolled her eyes like | was some kind of retard. 

‘Because that's a real ID pass. These are handed out since 2005, god damn’ 


Woah. This was either some real bad trip | was on or she really was trying to tell me she's been travelling 
through time or something. 

Holy fuck. From all the chicks | could've boned yesterday, | would pick the nutcase. And | didn't even get laid. 
Great work, Isbell. 

Was she really believing this shit? | had no idea how to react to something like this. Call the cops? Ambulance? 
Loony bin? 

‘You're really trying to tell me you're coming from the year 2005? | snorted. ‘This is insane, girl. 

She shook her head and | just thought she might not have a nut loose yet. 

‘Actually I'm from the year 2012. Do the math, I'm ZI She eyed me like | had some answers to her unspoken 
questions. ‘Look, | know how this sounds. | have no idea how | got here: 

Oh boy. She was really sweet and hot as hell, but who knew what that crazy chick was up to. | needed to get 
rid of her. 


| should\'ve listened to Doc Brown 
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Izzy looked at me like | was totally nuts. Yeah, | feel you. I'd probably have the same reaction if this wasn't 
happening to me. This was totally crazy, right? 

The last thing | remembered was having this really enjoyable interview with Izzy Stradlin, who was actually 
flirting with me. 

| looked at that young man standing in front of me. He was dead sexy, but | couldn't see anything of that 2012 
Izzy in him. | guessed he'd been through a progress. 

| tried to clear my head. What the fuck happened? And why? 

In every time travel novel there had been a reason for the heroine or hero ending up in another time. 

Okay, Marty Mcfly didn't have any reason but he had a time machine at least. 

And what did Doc Brown say about the unraveling and time continuum shit? Damn, | should've watched that 


movie more carefully. 


What was | supposed to do in 988? And how on earth was | supposed to even do anything? | knew nothing 
about the 80s. 

Trying to remember anything | dug through my memory. God, | couldn't even look something up on the 
internet. There was no internet, no computers, no cellphones. Well, | think they had cellphones already but 
they'd been as big as my whole purse. 

| was fucked. And Izzy Stradlin looking at me like he was about to hand me over to a mental institution wasn't 


helping. 


‘Oh, come on‘ | said to him. ‘Would you at least consider | am telling you the truth? 

He laughed. 

‘Okay. So, Zlst century girl, you've got flying cars? You're already living on Mars? 

Sure, he was fucking with me. | would've done the same. 

| rolled my eyes and looked at him seriously. Fuck time continuum and the exploding universe. 

‘Don't fuck with me. You wanna know something real? I'd been in Cali 2012 yesterday, having an interview with 
the much older version of you, regarding the 25th anniversary of Guns 'r' Roses "Appetite for Destruction". 
He just kept laughing. 

‘Yeah, right. Like anyone would give a shit about our record after 25 years. It's not even selling good’ He shook 
his head in disbelieve. 


| suddenly remembered that "Appetite for destruction’ just got popular as "Sweet child o'mine" was released. 
‘You've no idea what will happen if you're releasing "Sweet child". People will go nuts about this song: 

He looked puzzled. 

‘Slash would tell you otherwise. He hates that song: 

‘Yeah, think he might wrote about this in his biography: 

Izzy cried out laughing again. God, this was a fucking nightmare. 

‘You are fucking crazy, chick. This is actually really fun. Go on: 


Having a flash of gerius, | pulled out my cell. There you go fucker. Maybe this would let him reconsider 
believing me. 

| dug through the pictures | took of 2012 Izzy during our interview and held the phone out to him. He looked at 
it and raised an eyebrow. 

‘And? Seems familiar? | asked. 

‘Looks like my old man, just way cooler’ He chuckled and lit himself another cigarette. ‘What's this about? 

‘| took those pictures yesterday, in 2012 while | was talking to you in that fucking interview. | let out a sigh. 
‘This is you. | think you just turned fifty: He squeezed his eyes a little and grabbed my phone again. 

‘No way. Fifty or not, I'd never cut my hair that fucking short. | like the guitar, though: He handed the phone 
back to me. ‘Besides that, | doubt I'll even make it to fifty. And what's that thing anyway? How did you get 
those pictures on that little thing? 


Letting out a loud groan, | ran my hands over my face. This was crazy. Why would he even believe me? | 
sounded like a total lunatic. But | had no chance here. Maybe convincing Izzy was my quest. My reason why | 
turned up here in the first place. 

‘Look, Izzy. Please just forget for a second that this shit is totally impossible. Just think about this. | could tell 
you a lot about the future. Just ask me. Anything’ | hoped | had the right answers for him. 

He chuckled. ‘Okay. So you said we hit it big, huh? Tell me about it: 

Well, at least he was hearing me out. 

"Sweet child’ will be hitting big. So is "November Rain". People love Axl's ballads: He looked at me suspiciously. 
Probably because he was asking himself how I'd possibly know "November Rain" even existed. ‘Things will get 
messed up for you. Stevie gets fired because of the drugs and you're the next to quit: 

He gives me a laugh. 

‘I'd never quit: 

‘Yeah you did. After rehab: 

‘Sure, honey: He chuckled again. ‘So in 2012 just Axl, Duff and Slash are still touring?" 

‘To be honest, just Axl is left of the original lineup. Duff is with another band and Slash is doing solo stuff. He's 
really popular. You do a lot of cool stuff, too: 


He watched me for a minute, silently. 

Then he sat down on the couch and prepared some lines. When he looked up to me | saw doubts in his eyes, 
but also something else. 

‘Honey, you're hot as hell and all this time shit is kinda turning me on But | really need some blow for this He 
sniffed two lines and leaned back, watching me with a grin on his face. 


| couldn't make out if he believed me or not. And honestly | didn't care. 


Getting over to the couch, | looked down on him for a second. This did happen for a reason, right? That 
attraction | already felt with the older version of Izzy was much stronger with the younger one. 
When his eyes locked into mine, he grabbed my hips and pulled me down to his lap. 


‘You're really a crazy chick, you know that? 


